>Lincoln kept himself flush against the wall of the hall, desperate not to expose a single part of him. Due to a series of annoying events involving Clyde, a bunsen burner and a surprisingly flammable bag of cheezy chips during lunch break, Lincoln had lost all of his clothes. 
>'Just gotta make my way to the lost and found room. I'll get some sweatpants, a hoodie and then go back to throttle Clyde.'
>He looked from his spot to see if anyone was approaching, then continued along the wall, the cold air nipping at his skin. Despite the fact that no kid would ever want to stay indoors during recess, Lincoln kept cautious. He had already made himself a laughingstock several times at school. He didn't want to also be remembered as a streaker.
>As the lost and found room came within view, he finally decided to throw caution to the wind, sprinting down the hall with his goal taking up the majority of his vision. It proved to be a mistake, as he barreled into a group of girls who were rounding a corner of the adjacent corridor, him falling to the ground as she sailed back. Lincoln's eyes went wide when he realized that the girls were from his class.
>"OOF! Hey, watch where you're goin, you-" Cookie stopped herself when she recognized the lad, specifically how he was currently free balling. The other two girls, Hazel and Whitney, also stayed silent as they drank in the scene of Lincoln Loud sitting on the ground, knees shaking, eyes as wide as dinner plates and hands placed haphazardly over his crotch.
>Then the girls laughed. And laughed. And laughed.
>Lincoln buried his reddening face in his knees, crossing them and hugging himself into a ball as the girls giggled and howled with laughter. He would have stayed like that if he hadn't heard the telltale sound of cameraphone snaps coming from the girls' direction.
>"P-please! Don't tell anyone about this! I-I-I'll do anything you guys ask!" he stammered, unintentionally flashing the girls when he jumped up.

>"Pfff! What can you possibly do for us, Loud?" Cookie said indignantly, stifling giggles as Lincoln hunched himself over to cover his shame. She was about to continue when Hazel elbowed the short girl and showed her one of the pictures she had taken. Cookie's smug look gave way to astoundment, and swiped Hazel's phone so she could get a better look, Whitney looking over her shoulder so she could see as well, whistling at the sight. Cookie looked back and forth from the screen to the boy.
>"HUDDLE." she yelled, and the three girls formed a cluster and muttered to each other, glancing back at Lincoln throughout, making him angle his head to the side in a terrified confusion until Cookie shoved Hazel's phone back into her hands and jabbed a finger into Lincoln's bare chest.
>"Alright Loud, listen up. You wanna keep this from everyone in town?" Lincoln frantically nodded his head. "Good. We'll keep quiet about... whatever this is." Lincoln beamed.
>"W-well actually this all happened cause of an acc-" "Atatatata!" Cookie tutted, bringing her finger to his lips. "We'll keep quiet, but ONLY if you wait for us in Ketchum Park at eight o'clock later on tonight."
>"K-ketchum park? Wait, why so late? What are you-" Cookie interrupted the boy, roughly grabbing his chin and bringing him to eye level with her. He stumbled for a second, hands flying off his privates before correcting himself. He heard more camera snaps.
>"Because we said so, Loud!" she seethed. "And you are NOT gonna tell anyone about this! Not Mrs. Johnson, not your nerdy friend, and ESPECIALLY not any of yer family! Crystal?" 
>"Clear! Clear!" Lincoln relented, at which Cookie released him, a sly smile forming on her face.
>"Good to hear. C'mon, girls, class's gonna start soon. And Lincoln!" He tensed up. "...Put some pants on." The girls laughed as they walked off, leaving Lincoln to process his ordeal before bounding for the lost and found.

>Lincoln skulked his way through the cold night, guided only by the streetlights and a growing pit in his stomach. It was a real challenge for him to sneak out, his fingers still throbbing from climbing down the side of the house where his window was located. After being confronted by the trio of girls he went about the day in a daze, scared about whatever torture they would put him through. Why the park? Why so late? And why didn't they just blab about him?
>The questions were still whizzing through his skull when he came up to the entrance of Ketcham Park. Checking his phone, he saw that it was nearly 8 o'clock. He swung his head around to see if he could find any of the girls. Finding himself alone, he tentatively stepped into the park, keeping his eyes open for the girls.
>'Oh man, what if this is a trap? I'm gonna find a bunch of guys from school and a projector with me in my birthday suit, aren't I?' he grimaced. 'Maybe they were just lying about coming here. For all I know they already told everyone and I'll find printouts of me at school tomorrow.'
>He kept walking around the park, eyeing his phone as the minutes ticked by. As it did the pit in his stomach grew more and more, the scenarios got more fatalistic, the stress of not knowing what they have in store for him taking hold of his mind.
>'Maybe... I should just leave. Pretty sure I'll be screwed either way. Maybe...' his thoughts stopped as he spied Cookie waiting outside the parks public restroom. The pit in his stomach got heavy. Gulping, he started to briskly walk to the restroom, ready to get whatever this was over with. Cookie must have seen him, so it confused him when she entered the girl's side of the building. Lincoln rushed over, stopping right near the entrance.
>"Wait, Cookie, I'm here! I-I didn't flake! Where is ever- GAH!" a sheet was thrown over the boy's head, and two sets of hands pushed him into the restroom, where he fell onto the rough wet tile. He heard the door slam shut behind him, and then lock.

>A bright light blinded him, even through the sheet over his face. It blinded him even more when the sheet was taken off his kneeling frame, revealing Cookie and Whitney standing above him after, Hazel laying the sheet out behind him before joining with her friends. They all sneered down at him imperiously with dreadful smirks. 
>"Glad to see you show, Loud." Cookie began, hands on her hips and leaning forward, almost pressing her face against his. "Almost thought you were too chicken to come." 
>"O-of course not! I thought you guys would've blabbed about what happened earlier!" Lincoln pouted. "What's the big idea with the sheet and light and-" Cookie grabbed his mouth.
>"Shut it, Loud! You should be glad that we even considered keeping quiet!" she snarled. She lessened her grip on his mouth as the other two started to move to his sides. "As for the setup, well... the girls and I wanna do some... research."
>"Thats right, Linc." Hazel giggled, and grabbed his shoulder. "We wanna know a bit more about boys, and we figured that you'd be the best guy who we could... inspect." her voice sent shivers down his spine as she breathed them right into his ear.
>"Yea," Whitney chimed in, grasping his other shoulder "plus we figured that you were cute enough to do this wi- OWWW!" Hazel and Cookie punched Whitney in her arms with their free hands, slightly blushing. He blushed at the comment, but it still didn't answer a certain question.
>"Whu... what kinda research are you guys talking about? What do you want me to do??" he asked. The girls giggled.
>"Awww... yer so naive, Lincoln!" Whitney chirped, then tightened her grip. "It's really cute." She spoke directly into his ear with a kind of intensity that made him shiver again. Cookie removed her hand from his mouth and brought it to the hem of his shirt
>"Yeah, you'd think livin' with a buncha sisters would had made him some kind of perv, but I guess they're not all that hot!" she cackled, and brought her face to his.

>"What we're talking about, Loud," she menacingly said, "is SEX." and pulled his shirt over his face, Whitney and Hazel keeping him in place when he resisted. They pushed him onto his back on the sheet and threw his shirt off, while Cookie turned her attention to his pants. She sat on his legs, the three completely immobilizing him, and then roughly grasped his pant waist, grunting and struggling to pull them off. Lincoln panicked. 
>"St-STOP! HELP! HE-MMGH?!" Whitney shifted down to park her knees onto his shoulder, and grabbed Lincolns head to purse her lips against his, suppressing his screams. She moved back panting, effectively stealing his breath.
>"That was my first kiss, Lincoln! You better respect that!" she went back down, staying on him for much longer than before but not able to completely silence his protests. Hazel rolled her eyes and got into a similar position as Whitney, poking her as Lincoln let out more pitiful yelps.
>"You're not gonna keep him quiet like that, Whit! Let me..." Whitney let Hazel take her place, who also planted her lips onto Lincoln's, forcing her tongue into his mouth and completely silencing the lad. Her tongue swirled around his, almost getting past it to enter his throat, catching him off guard and making him emit confused groans. Whitney studied her friend's methods, grinning devilishly the more sounds the boy made. then tapped her shoulder as a means to tag in. They switched out a few times, giving Lincoln only a second of air between them. He noted that Hazel was more confident and steady in her kissing while Whitney was much more sloppy and aggressive. To his horror they both were very effective in keeping him quiet. While Whitney was having her turn Hazel looked to Cookie with impatience.
>"Hey Cook, what's taking so long!? You forget how pants wor-" his pants flew into her face, as Cookie sat up holding his undies in the air with a giant grin in absolute triumph.
>"Loud likes to keep em on tight! Pretty dumb, given how bad it must've been with his big stiffie!"

>Whitney sat up from sucking on Lincoln's lips, a line of their spit bridging their mouths together. Lincoln's brain was overtaxed and clouded from the situation and from a lack of oxygen, gasping for air as she looked back to his pelvis.
>"Oh OH! Lemme see!" Whitney exclaimed. She leaned over his stomach to get a better look, while Hazel peeled the pants off her face, dropping them onto Lincoln's. 
>"Hmmmm... not bad, Linc." Hazel cooed. "Good to see that you live up to our expectations." Lincoln looked in between Hazel and Whitney to see that dreadfully, his shaft was indeed hard as a rock. His already reddened face turned a deeper shade, and he turned his head away so to avoid the girls' smug gazes.
>"S...Stop lookin at me..." he weakly mewled. The girls all giggled, Cookie twirling Lincoln's undies around her finger.
>"Well, there seems to be a conflict here, Loud. You might wanna hide, but your pal here," she emphasized by grasping his rod, making him shudder. "is standing tall. Now why is that?
>"Aw, Lincoln! You're just so cute, you know!" Whitney squeed, throwing the pants aside to hug his head with one arm. "Well, this must mean that you REALLY like us, huh?"
>"Shut up! I don't- GUH" a wet sensation on the tip of his shaft elicited a sharp gasp from Lincoln, forcing him to look back at his pelvis, where he saw Cookie laying down, holding his crown in her mouth. He could feel her tongue twirl across the head, before suddenly continuing to take the rest down into her throat, tongue lashing all around the further she went. Her friends drank in both Cookie's face and Lincoln's, who bit his lip as he tried his hardest to prevent his moans from escaping and, in his mind, proving to the girls that he was enjoying their torture. He was about to fail and emit a pleasured groan, when Cookie withdrew from his shaft with a pop, it glistening with her saliva as she licked her lips.
>"Alright... think you're nice and ready, Loud." she smouldered.

>He looked on in horror as Cookie stood up, wiping her mouth with one arm while hiking her dress up with the other, bundling them up to reveal her panties. She drank in the boy's flustered state with a grin and dragged her panties aside, kneeling down to brush her girlhood against his log. Lincoln thrashed his legs at first contact.
>"GET OFFA ME!" he yelled, starting to flail his upper body before Whitney and Hazel put their full weight on the boy, forcing the air out of him. Cookie's grin turned to a scowl and leaned her head down to his, the three girls' faces taking up his vision, shadows cast over them by the light behind.
>"Ok, Loud, we like seeing you squirm and all, but this is starting to get old." she growled, the others nodding along. "So stop being a pansy and let me at you. Unless you want those pictures to get out..."
>"You know what?!" Lincoln wheezed through pained breaths. "Go ahead. Show the stupid pictures. I don't care anymore! I'd rather be known as a freaking streaker than do... this with ANY of you!" his declaration brought some unease in Hazel, moreso in Whitney, who covered her mouth. To Cookie, however, it only brought back her sadistic grin.
>"Streaking? Why, Lincoln, is that all that really happened today?" the confusion on his face made her smile sharply expand. "Don't you remember knocking me down, Loud? Its not hard for me to say that it was more than an accident..." he made a small gasp as his eyes widened, the color leaving his face.
>"You wouldn't." Lincoln spat, poison seeping from his voice. Cookie scoffed again. 
>"Not like I don't have witnesses." she boasted, thumbing to her two friends. Hazel slowly nodded, Whitney doing so as well despite looking very confused. "See, Loud? Now," she sat back, resting Lincoln's member against her ass. "Can we continue?"

>His eyes flicked between the three girls, all grinning darkly. Finally, after the color from his face settled back to a deep red, he slackened, going limp on the sheet and looked away from his tormentors.
>"...Just get it over with." he relented. Whitney and Hazel got off of him to sit on their knees next to the two "lovers". Cookie, upon hearing his pained surrender, positioned her slit with the head of his rod, which started to spread her apart. She let out a small gasp at the initial intrusion, while Lincoln tensed his legs. To Hazel's amusement they were both biting their lips.
>"Looks like he's enjoying this, Cook." she whispered, leaning towards her panting friend.
>"H-he better!" she huffed, descending down his shaft at a snail's pace, Lincoln twisting his legs at the feeling of her walls enveloping him, every bump sending jolts up his spine. "It's my first time, so I-I wanna take it slow..." Hazel rolled her eyes.
>"Well if it's gonna take as long as you took to get his pants off, we'll be here all night." She knelt behind Cookie, grabbing her by the waist roughly, earning a squeak from the girl. "And I want my turn too." At that Hazel forced Cookie's hips down onto Lincoln's lap, forcing his cock into the girl in one motion. The two screamed, Cookie's more pained than his. Hazel was quick to get her hand around her friend's mouth, Whitney going to Lincoln.
>"Keep it down, Cook! What, you wanna wake half the neighborhood?!" "Bu-But it hurts!" Cookie cried, her voice muffled by Hazel's hand, whose eyes swelled in fear.
>"It does? O-oh jeez, I'm sorry, I didn't think... you wanna take a break, girl?" "N-no... I can take it. Just give me a minute..."
>Meanwhile, Lincoln was now staring at the ceiling, trying to process the feeling of being buried to the hilt in a girl. The tightness, the absolute heat and wetness of the girl's insides made him blank, the pleasure making him lose his mental faculties. They came back as Whitney's face came into view.

>"You ok, Lincoln?" she asked, with genuine concern. He responded by angling his head away again, making her sigh. "He's ready when you're ready!" she declared to her friends, then lifted his head so she could move her lap under it, holding it steady on her legs. Cookie removed Hazel's hands from her, then placed them onto Lincoln's legs. Breathing in and out for a couple seconds, she started to pump herself against him.
>The bathroom started to fill with the sound of gasps and pants, Cookie letting them fly free while Lincoln did his very best to stifle them. All the while Whitney slowly stroked the boy's face, her lap serving as a pillow for his head. Hazel had stepped back from comforting her friend and brought out a phone, pointing it at Lincoln's red face while making sure that her friends' faces didn't show in the shot.
>Not that Lincoln noticed. The repeated slaps Cookie made against his pelvis with her girlhood had sent the lad into a new world of pleasure. The feeling of dragging against her tight walls combined with the sounds coming from between them and her mouth would have been enough to send anyone into bliss. Yet the pit in his stomach persisted. Despite how good everything felt, he couldn't mentally remove himself from the situation, couldn't ignore who had forced him into feeling this. It was the greatest torture: couldn't enjoy this when doing so would have meant giving into these horrible girls. 
>And how he was about to show how much he was.
>After a couple minutes of Cookie bouncing on him, his voice started to get louder, his moans mixing in with hers. The three girls closed in on him as he failed to stay silent, Hazel bringing her phone over to record his strained expression while Whitney looked down on him, still rubbing his cheek. Cookie herself hugged herself against his stomach, snaking her arms around his while still humping him into her. They all grinned in triumph.

>"Looks like Loud -ah!- i-is about to burst!" Cookie mewled. Lincoln could feel a bit of drool start to pool onto his stomach.
>"Seems like Lincoln really does like us, huh?" Hazel snickered, zooming in on his panting face.
>"I'm glad to see you give in, Linky!" Whitney singsonged, angling his head up so he could see all three of them.
>"S-stop looking at me..." he sobbed. He tried to shift his eyes so he wouldn't have to look at anyone, but they were in all corners of his vision. The desperation in his face was not lost on the girls, Cookie deciding to increase the amount of smacking she did against Lincoln's length. 
>"MMNGH! C'mon, Loud! Don't fight it! We all know that you love this!" Cookie egged on. Her and Lincoln's breaths got even more ragged the rougher she got.
>"Just let it happen, Lincoln. Nothing to be ashamed of." Hazel smirked behind the phone.
>"Must feel real good, huh Linc?" Whitney breathed into his ear, lightly biting it. "Let it allll out, hun." Lincoln started to thrash all over.
>"No! I don't love this! I HATE THIS! I HATE ALL OF YOU!! I... guh..." and with his outburst he felt the last bastions of restraint give way, as, on a particularly rough downward thrust from Cookie, he exploded right inside the girl, letting out a good four or five spurts of his sperm and a hearty moan. Upon feeling the first twinge of semen surge into her, Cookie's head shot up, keeping her butt parked right on his cock so could get every last drop that he was giving. Sitting up, she visibly flinched with each spurt, emitting small gasps and slightly leaning back as she was filled to the brim with the boy's seed, sucking on her lip to keep more drool from escaping. 
>After the deed was done, Cookie sat still on his member for a second, lightly grinding against him before detaching, his seed dribbling out of her once his cock was removed. It drooled out onto his stomach and onto the sheet. The girl glowered at him, who had brought his arms up to cover his face.

>"Can't believe you just up and came inside me, Loud." Cookie spat. "The nerve of you, I swear... "
>"I-I didn't mean to... I swear I didn't wanna!" he blubbered, the girls seeing tears trickle down his cheeks. They all started to laugh.
>"Relax, Linky! We made sure to prepare for this! We got some pills and stuff that'd keep the babies from happening. Might have been better to get some condoms, but whatever. Not like my parents were using this stuff." Whitney reassured him, stroking his head once again. He lowered his arms, but stayed tense. She leaned back down to his ear. "More importantly, we also got some stuff that'll make sure you stay up and at em. Me n' Hazel still need our turns, you know."
>"That stuff might not be necessary, actually." Hazel said, turning the girls' attention to what should have been a flaccid member. It was still hard, twitching  in the cold air. Hazel placed her phone down and licked her lips.
>"Hope this isn't just for show, Lincoln. I wanna make sure this lasts at least as long as Cook's turn, so you better deliver."

>Hazel removed her pants, throwing them off to the side and revealing a wet spot on the pink cloth that had laid beneath. Cookie took a seat next to Lincoln and Whitney, taking a towel out to start wiping her still dripping snatch. Whitney also took out a towel, using it to dry the wet spot of both his and her friend's juices that laid on his stomach. 
>"All clean!" she said with mirth, giving a thumbs up to Hazel, who had removed her panties as well. She tossed them onto Lincoln's prone form, landing right on his chest before going to sit down in front of the three.
>"Been looking forward to this all day... hey Cook, how bad did it hurt when it went into you?"
>"It was fine when I was putting it in. Only started to hurt when someone thought it'd be a good idea to force it all in at once." Cookie deadpanned, Hazel looking off to the side to avoid her friend's angry gaze.
>"Right, yea. Sorry again..." she simpered, then regained her composure as she started to straddle Lincoln. He looked up from Whitney's lap once he felt her weight against his, still panting from Cookie's onslaught. Wheels turned in his head.
>"Wait, Hazel! I-I thought you were going out with that one guy, Doug or Josh or or something! Why aren't you doing this with him?!" he whimpered as the girl raised her hips to start taking him in. She scoffed and brushed aside some errant strands of hair.
>"Please, what he doesn't know won't hurt him! 'Sides, we're not exactly at that point yet. Ngh..." the boy's head parted her lips. "P-plus I fi... figure that I m-might as well get some p-practice in before we do get to that part. Ah god..." she was now about halfway down his shaft. Hazel bit her lip as she gripped Lincoln's knees with both hands, digging her nails into the skin and closing her eyes before dropping completely onto him, letting out a sharp scream. 

>"Hazel! You-" "I'm fine, Cook! Just need a sec..." Cookie kept still as Hazel took haggard gasps, then started to breathe through her nose and opened her eyes to look at the three. Whitney and Cookie looked at her with concern, while Lincoln had brought his head back down into Whitney's lap, the feeling of warmth and tightness enveloping his member overwhelming his senses again. 
>"Hey. Lincoln." Hazel whispered. He wouldn't look at her. Rolling her eyes, she started to twist her hips, swirling him around in lazy circles. He started to gasp in pleasure, and slowly started to look up with each revolution of her waist. She had kept her eyes on his red face, and started to grin smugly.
>"Feeling good, Lincoln? I am..." she kept turning and mashing herself against him, hands still grasping his knees to keep balance as she pressed onto him more and more. He could feel her pulse through their connection, and slightly jerked his legs to the beat of her pounding heart. She responded by turning harder. The other girls were both breathing heavily, Cookie at Hazel's display and Whitney at Lincoln's flustered face. A wicked idea came to Hazel's mind. "Hey Lincoln..." she tried again.
>"...y-yeah?"
>"How flexible are you?" She knelt up, keeping half of his member inside as she snaked her hands to under his knees.
>"WhuaaAHH!" Hazel forced his legs into the air as she dropped back down onto him, taking him in up to the hilt. Keeping his legs up, she repeatedly thrusted him into her, leaning forward to drink in his mewling face while her friends looked on in awe, Cookie slackjawed at the action while Whitney simply bit her lip.
>"That's it, Lincoln! Just like that!" Hazel panted, drool starting to drip from her mouth and onto his chest. He was dragged up by the girl, his lower back off the ground as she pounded more and more.

>"Hazel! I-it hurts!" he screamed, his poor legs stretching out farther than he ever intended them to move them as he moaned over and over.
>"J-just a bit longer, Lincoln! Someone, gag em!" Whitney and Cookie looked to each other, then back to their friend.
>"With what?" they both asked. Hazel scoffed.
>"I dunno, just try to keep him quiet! I need to work here..." the two girls looked around, darting their eyes for any sort of makeshift gag, when Whitney spied the cloth that had somehow stayed on the boy's chest. Balling it up further, she shoved it into his lolling mouth, silencing his moans and gave her friend another thumbs up. Hazel seemed to speed up at seeing that.
>"Oh, GOD thats hot!" she mewled. Sadly for her, the girl couldn't keep the position going, her knees buckling to the ground and bringing Lincoln down with her. Hazel desperately grabbed at his sides, her hands now grasping his pelvis as she slammed herself against him. 
>"MMNNGH!" "Yeah, me too!" On one last powerful strike, she parked him as deep as he could get inside of her. A torrent was let loose inside, painting the girl's walls with his seed, which she punctuated with a heavy and drawn out moan. Like Cookie, she was completely filled to the brim, her own orgasm mixing with Lincoln's. She took a couple more deep breaths before looking at her partner.
>"You... did good there, Lincoln..." she panted, licking her lips at his sorry state, her panties still shoved in his mouth as his eyes had rolled almost completely inside. She heard Cookie clear her throat.

>"Ok well, after that little... display, I think that he could use a bit of a break, don't you thi-"
>"I want my turn!" Whitney yelped, scrambling from her seat so she could get out of her pants, making Lincoln's head fall to the ground with a soft thud. Cookie jumped up as well.
>"Whoa, calm down, NitWhit! Hazel has to have drained the guy!"
>"In that case, I came prepared." her friend responded, holding up a fist full of pills. Cookie grabbed her hand.
>"You crazy!? I'm pretty sure that that'd just kill him!" 
>"Plus I don't think those are even necessary." Hazel said, interrupting her friend's whining. The two girls looked over to the third, who had detached from Lincoln and was now kneeling on the ground, wiping her pussy with a towel. Her eyes, followed by theirs, were focused entirely on his member, still standing tall, if a bit reddened. 
>"...ok this is starting to get scary." Cookie deadpanned. She knelt back down and poked the boy's face. "What is up with you, Loud?! Why're still hard?" she removed Hazel's panties from his mouth, throwing them back to their owner. She then shook Lincoln by the collar, his head flopping around with each shake. "Answer me!"
>"He's still up because he's been waiting for me, Cook." Cookie looked back to Whitney, who had completely disrobed and was now sitting on his stomach, a lovey smile plastered on her face. "And if you'll excuse me, I'll be taking care of him now."

>Lincoln came to after hitting his head on the ground, Cookie letting go of the lad to confront her friend, who he realized was completely naked and currently straddling him. These two facts seemed related to something, but both the fall and the earth shattering orgasm he had mere moments before fried whatever mental faculties the boy's mind possessed, preventing him from analyzing it further. All he could do was breathe, look and try to listen in on the conversation.
>"... and if you mess him up, all those plans we had for him are gonna be useless!" Cookie whined, Whitney staying parked on his lap despite her friend's grievances. Lincoln saw that she wore a certain look. There was hunger in her eyes, a desperate desire of some sort, which grew more and more the longer she sat on his frame. His mind started to recover, the fear from before starting to grow back.
>"I'm not gonna mess him up, Cook! Lincoln's tougher than he looks!" Whitney argued, crossing her arms. "I've been watching the two of you go to town on him for the past half hour. I'm not waiting anymore!" Hazel knelt near the two and placed a hand on Cookie's shoulder.
>"Better not to argue, girl. Whitney isn't gonna budge from this. She's DYING of thirst." Their friend's breathing pace was starting to get excessive as the girl was forced to further wait. "'Sides, might actually be a good idea to break him early. We'll know what his limit is and maybe even train him to last even longer!" Cookie let out a sigh as her more level headed friend gave her a confident pat, and got up from her spot to give Whitney room with her quarry.

>"Hmph. Finally. Now then..." She wasted no time to hoist the boy up by his arms, sitting back as so she could have him face to face. "You've been laying back for too long, Linky! Time to get active~"
>He shuttered at her use of his family's nickname for him, looking away to not have her half-lidded gaze pierce his eyes, making her giggle. Whitney brought his limp arms around her back so he could grasp her. She put her hands on his shoulders and grabbed his head, pulling it in so their foreheads met and they could look each other in the eye.
>"You really look cute when you're red like this, Linky." she mewled, and began to rub her moist lips against his shaft, her breaths filling his mind with a hazy feeling. He started to breathe in tandem with her, eyes heavy with fatigue. "Even... more than usual..." 
>"Whu... what do you mean..?" he asked between breaths. Whitney took one hand off of the back of his neck to grasp his member, lining it up with her slit. 
>"I always... kinda had a thing for dorky guys." she whispered into his ear, each puff of air sending shivers down his spine. "I like how earnest you guys can be, how...  pathetic you get whenever the spotlight is put on you. But the dorky guys at school-ah!" her lips started to part. "Th-the guys you hang out with... Clyde, Liam, Rusty... really aren't that cute or noteworthy. Not like you, Linky. You got a real nice face. A-and all the stupid stuff you've done... it just-"
>"Uh, Whit, you might wanna ease onto i-"
>"It makes me wanna just squeeze you, Linky!" with a shout Whitney dropped her full weight onto him, leaning back to take him down to the base. He gasped at the feeling, tightening his grip on Whitney's back as his overtaxed length, already extra sensitive, found itself in familiar territory. Whitney... seemed fine. The thirst she had was overtaken by confusion, as she looked down at their connection and then to her equally confused friends.

>"Hey, I thought you guys said that it hurt when it got in!" "It... did. A lot." Cookie replied, still dumbstruck at Whitney's non-pain. She looked to Hazel for answers, who only responded with an equally perplexed shrug. 
>"Huh. Guess you guys were getting all broken up over nothing." Just as her friends started to glare at the ditzy girl, Whitney felt the tight grip her partner had on her start to loosen, his arms slowly snaking back down to the ground. Quickly, she placed them back where they belonged. "Uh Uh, Linky! I said that you were gonna be active with me, and I meant it!" she tutted. "Now, where was I? Oh, right!" and she hungrily dragged him into a deep kiss.
>At this point the haze of his mind and the feeling in his pelvis overrode whatever hate he had for the girl, pure pleasure reigning supreme. He belted out a hearty moan into her mouth as she started to pound herself against him, her tongue twirling itself against his. She brought him into a tight hug, and went deeper into his mouth for a bit before removing from the kiss for air with a wet smack.
>"Yea... that feels nice..." she moaned, switching from pounding to grinding. "God, Linky! You just make me feel... things! Whenever I see you mess up during class... when I spot you laughing your goofy laugh..." She gave his neck a quick suck, tugging at his skin with her lips to leave her mark. "Whenever I see you with that ratty Mexican girl..."
>"What..." Whitney grinned at his muddled response, Cookie and Hazel leaning forward in rapt interest. 

>"That girl, whats her name... Rhonda or something? She really doesn't know how good she could have it with you." "Leave her out of this." He began to rise out of the haze.
>"I wonder how Rodora would react to seeing you inside me... or each of us for that matter." "Shut up!" his arms tightened around her.
>"No, wait, I know exactly how she'd react! Ronaldo would run off crying like the last time you did something mean to her, you wimp!"
>"I SAID LEAVE RONNIE OUTTA THIS!" Lincoln bellowed, slamming his pelvis up into Whitney, the girl squeaking as the boy took the offensive for the first time that night, her walls tightening around him as he thrusted away with wild abandon, hands haphazardly gripping her sides. Whitney had an elated smile plastered on her face, mouth open agape with a torrent of drool dripping out. It took her a second to regain her faculties, squeezing Lincoln back with her own hug and peppering his face with a mass of wet kisses.
>All the while Hazel and Cookie sat to the side, unsure as to how to feel about the lead up to the current display and the complete reversal. Or at least Cookie didn't, Hazel was already fingering away at the two, biting her lip as she massaged her clit. Cookie reluctantly joined her.
>"Oh my god, Lincoln! Right there! Keep going!" Whitney encouraged between kisses, her stimulation prompting him to smash away faster. She found the strength to start pounding herself against him again, going to the rhythm of his thrusts to ensure that he got in as deep as possible. A twitching feeling that she felt inside told her that it was working, tightening both her walls and her arms around him, the two screaming into each other's mouths as she was hit with a flood of jizz, the girl then releasing her own mind shattering orgasm to intermix with Lincoln's. His anger faded to that of absolute fatigue after the third spurt, eye's heavily lidded as they examined the girl in his arms.

>"That... that... I didn't..." the boy babbled. Whitney responded by forcing her full weight onto him, taking them tumbling down to the ground while she peppered him with more small pecks and kisses like a wood pecker. She let her tongue loll out, also licking his face, the view of the ceiling obstructed almost entirely of Whitney's head. It got fully obstructed when Cookie and Hazel's faces came into view. 
>"Dang, Loud! I really didn't think that you had it in you! I'm pretty impressed!" panted Cookie, her face blushing at her own jilling and at Whitney's inventive actions.
>"It certainly was a great show. You'd make a pretty decent top if you always acted like that." added Hazel. "I know Whit would like it. Right girl?" Whitney only made more smacking and slurping sounds as she slobbered all over Lincoln's mouth and neck. His eyes grew heavier as the fatigue hit him like a truck.
>"Looks like threes the limit, Cook. Glad we let Whitty take a crack at him now?"
>"Yeah yeah, guess it was worth it. Think we're all done for tonight, Loud. You did good!" Cookie smirked. "Now, why don't we give you a couple goodnight kisses?" she smouldered, her and Hazel bringing their puckered lips down to join Whitney as Lincoln closed his eyes, allowing himself to finally pass out.

>Lincoln lurched through the empty halls of the school, still dazed at all that had transpired the night before. When he came to, he had found that the girls were at least kind enough to dress him, finding that, aside from backwards underpants, he was fully clothed upon waking in the bathroom, empty of any and all proof that they were there. Aside from his own memories. He rushed back home after finding that it was nearly midnight, limping along the way as his pelvis was beyond sore from the entire ordeal. It did help in making sure that no one noticed his absence, though now he couldn't decide if that was a blessing or a curse. 
>He elected to walk to school after showering that morning. The contrast between his mental state and his sister's chipper attitude ruined his appetite, along with forming some awful thoughts in his mind. That and Lana asked him what that weird bruise on his neck was. The other girls wouldn't buy the I fell out of bed excuse. 
>He got there a good 45 minutes or so before his class, where... they were waiting. Lincoln shook his head as he made his way to his locker, opening it so he could get at a small stash of energy bars he kept at school for emergencies, but let out a yelp as a sharp knock was made against the locker adjacent to him. Looking over the door, he found Cookie, a smug grin adorning her face.
>"Sleep well, Loud?" she chortled. The boy groaned and closed his door, glaring at the short brunette and eyeing the phone in her hand.
>"Alright, enough with that! ...You're gonna hold up your end of the deal, right?"
>"Yea, Loud, deals a deal. We all deleted our photos of you streaking."
>"I WASN- whatever, lemme see!" Lincoln swiped her phone, looking through the photo album for any sign of his naked flesh. Finding none, he sighed in relief and handed the phone back to his former blackmailer. He turned to leave when the sound of compressed moaning came from behind. The sound of his moaning.

>"Wha..." Cookie had turned her phone to face him, the screen showing the image of Lincoln bent over backwards, then cutting to him red faced and panting, then to him wildly slapping his pelvis against another. A familiar pit started to form in his stomach, growing more violent and forcing him to his knees as the video continued. With bloodshot eyes he looked up at Cookie, her grin growing to Cheshire Cat proportions.
>"And there's plenty more to the video, Loud. Be a real shame if this got leaked, huh?" she chided. Lincoln looked down, his spirit about to shatter under the cruel gaze of the girl. "Pretty sure you understand what it'll take to keep it out of everyone's hands. You're gonna be doing exactly what we say from now on. Understand?" The boy looked ahead, then slowly nodded his head in agreement. "Good boy." Cookie scoffed and knelt down to him, grabbing him by the chin to angle his head up to face her. 
>"Now pucker up." she demanded, to which Lincoln complied. The pit in his stomach grew more and more fierce as the girl forced her tongue into his mouth. It continued to grow as Cookie dragged the boy to a nearby empty closet, eager to start playing with her newfound toy.